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His Grace the DUKE * NORTHUMBERLAND. 


YET ONCE MORE, O! YE LAURELS =— 
7: | | M1LuToON. 


OX F OR D: 


Printed for the Author; and ſold by Meſſrs. 15 and J. Frzrenzt in the Turle, D. Paixez, and 


S. PARKER, in Oxford; J. DopsLer, Pallmall, and G. KEARSL EBT, Fleet-Street, London. 


M.DCC.LXXVIIL * 


= P 
r 
— — — . ——— 2 —ͤ—— - — 


a ñZ— — A RG 


— 2 


44 


A MONO D Y, Ge. 


Hark JR Whence that loud, funereal yell, 
That from deploring millions ſeemed to rife, ' | 
And ſpread in leflening murmurs through the ſkies ? 
Ah! wherefote does the flow, death-boding bell 
Its awful, - ſwelling, | deepening accents pour 435 
Round the wild rocks, that ſkirt the naked ſhore; 
At whoſe deep baſe the whitening waves, 
As fierce the ſavage tempeſt raves, 
Indignant madden, and reſponſive roar ? 
Great PERCY mingles with her kindred dead ; 
In that ſoft figh the quivering ſpirit fled, — 
But let no vulgar, impious tongue prefume 
The baleful tidings to- relate, | 
This blackeſt, bittereft ſtroke of fate; 
And break the eternal filence of the tomb. 
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The dire event a nation's ſhrieks ſhould tell, 


»Twas Britain's voice that wail'd her as ſhe fell þ 


"Twas Britain's voice—and all her weeping train 


Of orphans, widows mingled in the ſtrain, 


What monument can raptured fancy raiſe 

To the fair memory of the wiſe and good, 

Tho all the muſes waked their loftieſt lays, 
Tho' all the treaſures of Potoſi's mine 

Graced their proud bier, and ſparkled round their hrs 


Greater than Virtue's tears, and Britain' s praiſe. ',, .. 


Yet will the Nine their humble tribute bring 


And chear the grave's dull horrors with a ſong, 


With bolder fingers ſweep the ſwelling ſtring, 
And bid the loftier numbers roll along. 

Thro' the huſh'd air let ſtrains ſeraphic float, 
Bring every inſtrument of ſolemn ſound ; 

And let the deep baſs raiſe his burial note 
Till theſe ſkies echo, and theſe rocks rebound. 
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You belle, PIT aue wh 
Whoſe tears and burſting ſighs declare 
What heart-felt pangs your boſoms tear; 
Who ſhared her fortune, and her power, 
When famine cruſh” d you with his iron hand, 
When death's dire harpies, burning to devour, 
Diſeaſe and anguiſh, ſtalk d around your bed, 


* 
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And ſhook their ſcorpions o'er your Sus head 


0 break your awful ſilence, and Pan 
In melting rhapſodies to Pzzxcy's name, 0 
Your loftieſt meaſures, —ſwell the e po 


Soar with her zcal, and glow. with all her flane. 


With flattery's arts your lays ye need not. ſtain, 
Nor let one venal lye debaſe the ſtrain; 
Whate'er of daring or ſubline, 
The fabling ſons of Phœbus dream, 
Fo ſwell the lofty rage of rhyme, 

Shrinks from the grandeur of our brighter theme. 
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The greeneſt bays that cer the Muſes ſpread 

To ſhade the aſhes of the mighty dead, 

Fade at the light of Virtue's living ray ; 

Where the rapt foul to nobler views aſpires, 

And as on eagle wing the breaks away, 

From her frail tenement of mould ring clay, 

Pants with diviner rage, and burns with purer fires. 


What tho' tho” thy illuſtrious veins, 

From many a godtike anceſtor roll d down, 

And many a chief, of high renown, 

That fought on Apincourt's and Creſſy's plains, 

The rich, pattietan ſtream unſullied flowedd; 
Though thy prond race with lengthened ſplendours thine, 
And monarchs mingle in the mighty line, 

Theſe were but humbleſt trophies to thy name, 

Had not thy ſpirit caught the kindred flame, 

Had not thy breaſt with rival virtue glowed. 
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Beneath thy ſmiles reviving Science reared | 
With brighter verdure her immortal head, 

The ſons of genius hail'd thy bounteous hand, 
That oft the night of black Misfortune cheared ; 
And every nobler Art its influence ſſ pread, 

In wider circles, round a favour d lan. 
Riſe, * thou dear Child of Fancy and the Nine, 
Whom Nature, at thy awful birth endow'd' 
With rage to ſoar beyond the rhyming crowd; 
And kindled in thy breaſt the {park divine, 
That flaſh'd reſiſtleſs thro thy rapid line; 

o! torn for ever from our longing eyes, on; 
Whom all Parnaſſus widow'd ſprigs, 

And all Caſtalia's weeping. grottoes mourn, 
From the cold cypreſs bowers of death ariſe, 
And ſeize once more thy lumbering g lyre, 

And deeply ſmite its magic firings : „ 

Let gratitude a nobler ſong inſpire, 


# This alludes to a particular inſtance . kindneſs 3 in her Grace, ſbews- 


to the late Mr. GRA. 
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Than burſt, with ſacred energy of ſound, 
When Cambria's cliffs, and Conway's liſtening tide; 


Heard their hoar prophet raiſe his thundering firain, 


To blaſt the tyrant Edward's banner'd pride ; 


Whoſe ſtreaming hands, with wanton vengeance red., 


| Reek'd with the blood of bards unjuſtly ſlain. 


His powerful verſe hath broke the ſpell of death: - - 


Mark where, ſlow-riſing from their rocky bed, 
In ſtoles of white the bearded ſpectres riſe, 
Flames in their hands, and vengeance in their eyes = 
And ſcud like lightning o'er the deſart heath, i 
And point their hoſtile torches at his head. — 
Such deathleſs ſtrains to Percy” 8 memory raiſe, 
And let thy wild harp labour i in her praiſe. 
O could they burſt Death's adamantine chain, 
And give her to the weeping world again 3 
Thy pencil's animated touch. alone 

Can draw the living portrait of 1 ada; 
Where every gentle female grace combined, 


Where every generous manly virtue ſhone ; 


Rolls the full ſtream of eloquence along 
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As thou, who ſhared her bounty beſt canſt tell, 


And raiſed her name as much above her kind, 
As thy bold lays each meaner muſe excell. 


Ye who by birth, or fortune's varying ſmile | 
Diſtinguiſh'd ſhine, the guardians of our iſle ; 
Whether ye ſwell the Senate's awful band, 

Where Lyttelton, in thoughts ſublime and” ſtrong, 


Or high on Glory's glittering ſummits ſtand 
Where all the virtues dart their | blended. „ 
Diffuſing round the throne their central blaze, 
And guide the ſcepter of ſupreme command; 
O dare to emulate your ſovereign's zeal : 
In truth's, in wiſdom's cauſe with Pzacy glow ; 2 
Theſe are the baſis of a nation's esl, 
From theſe renown and laſting tranſport flow — | 
Haſte to the couch where drooping merit pines, | 
Where pale :diſeaſe the languid head reclines ; 
Bid laurels round the brow, of Genius bloom, 
And ſnatch. expiring virtue from the tomb. 
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Fain vad the Muſe each gin deed rehearſe, 
And bid them flourifh in immortal verſe : 
To lateſt times diſplay thy virtuous fame, 
Till wondering ages kindle at thy name : 
With all thy fpirit warm the glowing line, 
Mark how the patriot, how the Chriſtian ſhine ; 
Trace thee thro' each fond feeye of private life, 
In all the tender names of friend and wife; 
Paint thee in every milder charm confeſs'd, 
And all the parent burning in thy breaſt: 
But what exhauſtleſs toi] can number o'er 
The ſands that fwell the deep's extended fhore, 
Or in the deſart waſtes of Lybia rife, 
When duſky whirlwinds ſweep along the ſkies; 
And what bold tongue ſhall cer refound 
The boundleſs tale of thy exalted worth, 
That brightening every object round, 
Shot forth its beams conſpicuous as thy birth: 
Nor did thoſe beams with partial fplendor: fall, 
But like the fource of light, they ſhone on. all. 


Daughters of Jove, your mournſul ook ne | 
Some ſong of magic virtue dare, 
To chaſe the ſullen blackneſs of deſpair, 
And ſooth the grief-ſtruck partner of her bed: 
Whoſe inexpreſſive ſorrows flow, 
In all the ſpeechleſs agony of woe, 
| Ofer the cold aſhes of the unconſcious dead. 
From the rich treaſures of your tuneful art, 
Some ſoft medic'nal balm prepare, 
Sweeter than all the breathing gums that ſhed 
Their wanton fragrance thro' Arabian air, 

| To heal the anguiſh of his bleeding heart. 
To kindred worth ſweep all your warbling lyres, 
O wake ſome tender, thrilling, dying ftrain ; 
Till rapture trembles from the quivering wires, 
And ſofter anguiſh throbs thro every vein : 
Then, as each ruder Paſlion ſinks to reſt, 
With ſcenes of martial ardor warm his breaſt, 
And point his wondering eye to yonder Rwy ; 
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| Where in inſulted Britain's glorious Cauſe, 

M His dauntleſs ſon the ſword of Juſtice draws; 
Againſt the rebel race that ſpurn her laws: 
And as his great forefathers tower'd'in arms, 

Pants in the midſt of battle's mad alarms; 

With eager hope to gain the plittering prize, 
Which Glory holds to Valour's raviſh'd view: 8111 
Their lightning: terrors kindle in his eyes, | 
And in his breaſt their ardors blaze anew. 

Tis done; — and lo! the mitred prelate ſtands, 
The ſacred volume trembling in his hands, 

The laſt ſad obſequies prepared to pay, 

As the deep chorus chaunt-the according lay 

And render to the ravenous grave, 

That yawns to claſp her in its cold embrace, 

What erſt to crowded courts their luſtre gave; 
The boaſt at once, and pattern of: her race. 


Grandeur approach, this awful ſpot ſurvey, 

And learn a leſſon from the ſhrouded dead; 

The rolling years urge on thy ſwift decay; id 10100 -EHA 
And thou ſhalt lumber on the fate cold bed. — 


643 
Hah! doſt thou ſhudder at the awful tale ? 
Does thy lip -quiver, and thy cheek turn pale? 


Or ſay, do Glory's charms th y thoughts beguile ? 
Does Beauty lall thee with her ſofter ſmile? 
Vet know, — and let theſe ſounds like thunder 1011 


Thro' all the deep receſſes of thy foul ; ; 


The ſparkling eyes in death ſhall quench their fire, 
And all * 3 in "the duſt expire, 


Mark whos ditended by the myriad throng, 
That anxious preſs around the {able bier, 


Unable to reſtrain the ſtarting tear, 


Death's awful train in ſilence move along : + 


Pale-glimmering torches thro' the duſky air, 


on every face their funeral ſplendore glare, 


And kindle in the ſkies a milder day, 


"a to yon dome they bend their dreary way, 


* 


That rears its Gothic towers, ſo ſteep and hoar; 
Where Britain's nobles ſtrew the ſacred floor, 


And monarchs moulder with their kindred clay. 
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Save me - what meant that awful ſound, 


That ſhook the pillars of the trembling iſle, 
And daſh'd yon antient portal to the ground: 
Well may thy pillars ſhake, thou hallow'd pile, 
In reverence due to Pracy s mighty ſhade, | 
That ſeeks the marble manſions of the tomb ; 


For never, ſince theſe moſs-clad turrets roſe, 


Tho' ſcepter'd warriors in their vaults repoſe, 5 


A nobler ſpirit ſwept athwart their gloom, 


But hark ! the loud inſpiring organ blows, 
And pours its labour'd harmony around! 


From their eternal thrones of light, 


Studded with burning ſapphires bright, 

Deſcending ſeraphs propagate the ſound, 5 
And ſwell with tranſports of celeſtial love : 
Her purer ſpirit mingling in their train, 

Diſſolves in ecſtaſies unknown before; 
Then ſeeks with them a happier, brighter ſhore ; 
On lightning-pinions cleaves yon ſpangled plain, 


And glows for ever in the quires above. 
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